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FORGOTTE TNEE,
“ And tike tho very light of Heaven,
1 lrust thy love—trust thou in mine!"

Forgotton thee! forgatten thee!
It sontleth cold and strange
n wine ear, that ane like thee
Shonld thivk of wrong or chnnge;
That thou should think the word *furget’
Botween vs could he spoken!
Thatthe gold-linked ehuinin chikihood form'd
Could be so lightly beoken!

IL

I could have borne from colder lips
The langnage of distrast,
Or thought it less had others called
Me faithiess and unjust;
But thon, the friend of my young years,
That thy fith should be shaken,
Alas that Memory hath ne power
Thonghts kindor to nwnken!
1.

Look back npan the busy Past—
Tts sunshine, und its tears,—
Its triumphs and its vanitics—
Its loves—its hopes —its fears—-
The hours of mingled joy and glovm
Plint we have nﬁnrc ingethis,
Alike nnehanged throneh light and elond—
Phrough vearn m 1thor

-

§ wintry weather,

kY.

Haxe vwe nol walohed throuph pain oo
Besiile vnoh ather’s bo !

Au drank the enp el bit
O%r the Inmenteal o0 0!

Yet ihid ve vot 1! 0 z
And Jonren to prize Lo beticr |

Thint Friendship whieli throngh sorraw nurs'ily |
But strengthened vvery letter!

v

2 lank thou back and ask thy heart,
1 1 eould e'er Torget

I'hi: bove :1‘1’1':} “‘Hm’!haﬂ‘ snpll in nmst

Ak if Forgetfulness can come
Whre mntohless Constancy
hallow Memory !

o
YL

Thou wilt not wrong my memory [
By such unworihy thought; !
Thiuk'st thon that lo cely weedlh can fade
Which Childhond®s fingers wrought ?
Was uot our Friendshin's charmed bund
Farmd by the hund of Heaven !
And shall its blessed unicn now
By aught of Earth be riven?
VIL

Fearthou it not! beloved ong—
Thou eanst nol now forget!
Al hope iy from my bosom die,
. Al weling, nrid wil thought;
Laover und frieod may puss awny—
And kindrod tics may sover,
But the memory < Four Childhood's love
Shall fade C uever, never !
STELLA.

Plainfield, Il., March, 1832,
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renred its allar in the beart,

A LEGENL OF AMSTERDAM.

“]n our owne times Sathan had bin busie
with divers persons, and in the time of vur
forefathars the devyls were wont to plaie
sirange pronkes ' with men.— Witcheraft
unveiled, 1648,

“'m u happy fellow—a very happy fel-
low ! excluimed Karl Wynck, apoor tailur,
who dwelt in one of the old-@shioned, nar-
row steeets of Amsterdam. “The money 1
shall receive from the Burgomaster Har-
men for making this cloak, shall be placed
ulong with that I have already laid up, and,
if fortune does not jilt me, Il wed my livle
Elizabeth before I am six months older.”

80 snying, he rubbed his hands togethor
with much satisfaction, and deawing his

Jogs tygether still closer under him, resu-
med his nesdle, singing merrily as he work-
ed. Butfato interferes with humble as

well ns the exalte’': and the cup { felicity
js as often dashed from the lips of wilors
as (rom those of more diguified professions;
and Karl bad mupeﬁnm the truth of
this axiom. His song, which in the fulness
of his heart he wns caroling at the top of bis
voice was suddenly hushed, for a handsome-
ly dremsed_cavalier dashed into the house,
o 2o By ¥l
fire place and diss us quickly as

“This is strange!” Mmd Karl, “my
visitor does mot Juk Tike a thief” 8o he
m.‘muhh his work, jumped
whort distance two_ gentlemen engaged
Mfw.

casting away

Yt

e o

- oacupan of o meh N0 1.

Ty el 4 "

{ty,end Tlegin to faar that thou nrt one of

from the
and runoing to the dior, beheld at »
ina
One of the combattants al-
instantly fell dead, while the victor,

fled rmpiahly
: . paid little atten-
cavalier, whose hand
' his rapior; ho hed been thrust
hesst, with the sword which
a harmiess
pmhilu}

motion. Ha horror incressed as he heard
soveral veices in the crowd, which had
been drmwn 1o the spot, demounce him a8
the essassin, Karl gave himsolf up fora
lost man. He attempted to explain the mat-
ter, but he did it in such lcanldmw,
and trembled su violontly that maay of the
bystanders, who know him to be a peacoa-
ble and inoffensive young man, now con-
sidered him guilty, in short, be was im-
mediately burried off to prison asa mur-
derer. Here ho was left to feel the hor-
rors of his miserable situstion: he paced
his dungeon with a throbbing bheart sand
racking brain, and thought on his blighted
hopes and his swoetheart, who ho felt per-
suaded would ermse hia very name lrom
her remembrance. He had, howaever, the
melancholly satisfaction to find that this
was not the case; Elizabeth was soon at the
prison, where, in the arms of her lover she
endeavared 10 whisper the comfurt she
hersolf s0 much nceded. But the “gentle
reader,” as in all such eases, is requosted
to imagine the grief of a couple under such
affliction.

The next day came, ond o priest was
ushered into Karl's prison. There was a
something inthe countenance of the eccle-
sinstic which the prisoner did not fancy:
his gray, shurp, twinkling eye had more of
cunning than of sanctity in ity and his whole
manner was unprepossessing.  His subse-
quent advice corroboraled the prisoner’s
suspicions.

«Karl Wynck,” said the priest, “yon are
a lost man unless you make a bold effort for
deliverance.”

«Phat is too true, father; but I ses no
menns of eseaping from this dungeon, {rom
which I shall soon be dragged to the scalfold.
Oh! s terrible to have one's name pro-
nounced with horror by the good and scoff-
ed at by the wicked; but ] die innocent of
murder.”

“This is but idle prating, my son,” inter-
rupted the priest; “will you profit by my ad-
vice, or will you die that death you dread
so much?"

[ would fain hear your connsel father.”

“Hearken, then,” rejrined the priest;
“the keeper of the juil hns usn who wus

this dzy married, and the wedding '.":}._'u-u .
ket in the tnams alove: en hoar lelss
wilgishtevery oae will o enreged in the
pove T oteent the man wheas daty 111 WECE |
Whan ha enteps your dunzoon,
Lin Natle res ll’!'!’ll_\.’_...‘,..i'.‘.'; whpt
o HE. T L .
| atveuly I""i'"] l-.‘:liu;'l‘ﬂ feponi S ot o

“Oh futher,” snid the poit prisuner,
weounsel mo not thus; that would indec be
murder—I cannot do it.” = s

“Fyol I muttered his adviser, 0 his thin
lip eurled with scorn: “is it for such as thee
to judee of sin or virtue! hast thoy Dot hoard
how Moses slew the Egvptian wh smote
his countryman? wes thot"—Knel beard
no more.

4Begone!™ he eried, “hegone, tempter! 1
hiaro heard how the Nlessed 8iint Anthony
which Lesnt Liv fdovils whe nffected sancti-

that hellish legion. Begone, Isay!™ The
aricst (o davil it you plense) smiled annth-
er dark smile, and his eyes gleamed like
bright enils of fire.
“Idion,” he mattered; ns_he tarned upon
his heels, “thou art lost! Perish in thine
own ohetinacy I
Karl henrd the door closa upon his visi-
ter, and falling vpon his knees, uttered a
praver to heaven.
The steanger who had been killed was
not known fo anv of the town's-people. He
had that day arrived at Amsterdam, and
from his appearance was judgod to bo a gen-
leman. Karl was put upoan his trinl, and
the evidence agninst him lLeing deemed
conclusive, ho was condemned to die. In
vain did he urge his innoconce; in vain did
he repent his atory of the comhat between
the tw> cavalicre, and how the slayer had
procured the weapon with which he had
destroved his antagonist; and equally vain
were the numerous testimonials of zood eon-
duet and gobristy which his neighbors len-
dered in his favor. Poor Karl was con-
demned to die; and, though pitied by ma-
ny, wns thought desorving the fate to which
he had doomed another.
The day of execution arrived, and Karl
took leave of hir dear Elizabeth with a
harsting heart; but he resolved to meet
denth like a man, nnd walked with n firm
step to the place of death. Ascending the
scaffold, he looked with a hurried glance
upon the vast crowd which had assembled
to see him die, A body of the town-guard
surrounded the seafioll 10 keep off the
throng which completely filled the square,
while every window and house-top wis oc-
cupied by the burghers and their familios.
—The melancholly sound of the death-hell
mingled with the mormur of the immense
crowd, from which Karl endeavoured to a-
vort his fate; but, as he did o, his eve rest-
¢1 ~n the athletick fizuro and stern features
of the executioners whose hrawny arms,
bared to the elbows, reposed on his huge
two-hnnded sword, which, already }lnllbulb-
od, gleamed brightly in the sun.

“Alas!" 1 t Karl, “what prepera-
tion for the denth of a poor tailor "

A
fold u‘:u! knelt by his side: it was he whe
visited him in A

“Karl Wynck,” whispered the tsmpter,
«] can save thee even now.” )

“How" murmured t‘l’!roﬂ:llﬂ;.e:l blood
cardling et the sound t voice.

W Acknowlodge.thyself mine,
transport thee in an instant, (o some

tant A

xm".{.a un.:l- Jul
the t:mh grasped their
inten

tion.

RODNIAT, (MIBB.) FRIDAT

riest, unobserved, ascended the soal-|.

Whers, oz
uuhpo.hﬂ'h;hm

be oried, shuddering vio-

bessesd Lord gave” thoo of old; Bathnnas,
avsuoti®

The headsmau's assistant hore advaneed,
and bade Kurl prepare himeelf, Tho sul-
feror observed that ho was rendy, and beg-
ged that the false priest might be dismissed;
but when they turned to bid him begone,
he was mo where 1o be seen. Karl knelt
sgain to receive the futal blow; the heuds-
man n and mised his
sword, but suddenly withheld the blow,

a thousand voices bade him desist, and 2
borseman was seen (o urge his foaming
steed through the dense crowd.

“Hold! hold™ cried the new comer, “for
heaven's sake forbear—stay the execution.
I am the slayer, and that poor man is inno-
cant of murder!™ It was, indeed, the cava-
lier who had possessed himself of Kari's
sword; and the poor youth, overcome by
this uncxpected rescue, fell senseless into
the arms of the executioner.

u8ir " said (he cavalior, surrendering
himself to the afficer of the town-guard,
“he crime is mine, if crima it be to destroy
one of the most barefaced villaios that ever
scourged society. I am a gentleman of
Leghorn, my name is Bernardo Strozzi:
the man | slew was of good family, but he
robbed me of all I valued in this world, and
I resolved to seek him wherever he flud,
Chanco led mo to your city, and walking
out without my sword, [ met my foe in the
streel, He would have avoided me, but |
resolved to possess myself of even a knife,
g0 that [ might destroy him. I luckily seiz-
ed o sword in the house of this poor man;
vengennce nerved my nrm, and he fell, al-
most as soon ns our wenpons had crossed.
The esmbat was fuir and equal. [ lef
Amsterdam immediately ; and, at the next
town, lenrned that another had been con-
demned fur the slayer. The saints be
praised that my good steed bore me here in
time !

Crowds pressed around Karl to eongra.-
ulate him upon his escape from death, while
the cavalier placed in his hands a purse
wall filled with gold,

“I'riend,” said he,*take this and be hap-
pp. | regret the misery you may have suf-
fored, but this moy make you some amends.”

Qur taie is ended; but as some may need
a prstering wo add [op their especiel infor-

mation, thit Korl, with such on acquisition
f waalth ibese the sullering ba kad ende-
raly snd was the heppicst man in Holland,
' |

veried 12 door Elismbethy by whom

o G BN wavEsal e Tha heea In

{which helived, wns firmerly showa to the

curivus and there was an ingcription over
the door, recording in a few bricf lines the
history we have endeavored to give in de-
tail; hut medern improvements have crepl
even into Hollind, and the dwelling of hup-
est Kirl Wynek is no longer shown to the
inquisitive traveller.

Pencillings by the Way.

FIRST IMPRESSIONS OF FOREIGN
SCENEsS, CUSI'OMS MANNERS.
(A Lost Lettcr Re-written.)
DY N. I, WILLIS,
Surana.—A Yankee skipper and his brig—
Americnn frigntes in the Mediterranean—as-
socintions of storied conntries—a Levanter,
The American frigute, in which 1 had
eruised na the ward-room guest for mero
than six monthe, had siled for winter quar-
ters at Mahon, and my name was up at the
pier of Smyrna as n passenger, in the first

her destination. The flags

at Malta or Gibraltar.
Time wora on, and | had loitered up and

down the narrow stree!, “in melancholy
idlesse” by day, and smoked the narghite
with those “merchant princes” by night,
till | knew every paving-stone between the
beach and the bazsar, and had learned the
thrilling events of tho Greek persecution

with the particularity of a historian,

the absence of ndventure, and ex

sluggish
burning in thoee Asiatic eyes,

yield, past praying
Smyraiote Circe.

sgon on
oat of Paradise!

I was sifting on an

princely and hospitable merchant spokea
above)

whom I would have clapped on the

ly cloth, but of the fashion prevaili
ys of his o he
mnt3 of a cod-fisher

i
paueity of wear u#expmn to the
rodifig wir of the ocean; and on his
ware stretched (and they bad well
be elastic) a pair of Woodstock
have dnmndod:l::i
ust
i

of cost
in the

Jones, “the Pilot.” A
lowest rib, gava token of the

_ the carpso ol
R

#Avaunt fiend "
lently, “remember

the reproof which our

———

ship that should leave the port, whatever
of all nations
flaw nt the crowded peiks of the merchant- [ PEC
men lying o the Marinn, and amoag them
lay two small twin brigs, loading with fizs
and opium for my native town in Ameriex.
They were owned by an uld schoslfellow of
my own, one of the most distinguished and
hospitable of the Smyrniote merchants; and
if nithing more adventurous turned up, he
had offered to land me from one of s cruft

My heart, too, unsusceptible enough when
“ packed Tor travel,” began to uncoil with
its

pulses to the “Groek fire,” still
and I feit
sensibly that if, Telemachus-like, did not
soon throw myself into the sea, I should
for, to the cup of some
Darker eyes than are
that Mario swim not, in delight,

ogimn box in the
counfing-house of my friend L—n, (the/ rock, at the northern headland of the Gu

when entered a Yankee » skipper,” | shore,
of the minaret of the mosque of Sultan Ba-

jazet. . His go-nshore black coat nnd trow-
sers, worn only one month in twelve, were

promolion ]
; his Bt was of the rich-
browm with the same:

RORNING JULY

a chaia, | s1y, braided of silken blond riag-
lots, passed around his nock, and drow its
glossy line orer his broad-breased white
waisteoat—'he dew-drop on the lica's mane
not more entitled to be as'onished.

A faco of hard weather, but with an ex-
pression of care equal to the amount of his
invnice, yet honest and fearless as the truck
of his mainmast, a round, sailor’s back, that
looked as if he would hoist up his deck, of

ot battered him beneath hatches agunst

is will, and toth as white as his pew fore-
mil, completed the picture of the muster of
the brig Motamora. Jolly old H-—t, [ shall
never feel the of an honester hand, nor
return ona (as far as [ can with the fist you
crippled at parting) with a more kiedly
pressure! A fair wind on your quarter, my
old bov, wherever you may he trading!

“ What sort of accommodations have yon,
captain?” [ asked, a8 my friend introduced
me.

& tosponk of, sir! There's
L) berth that sin got much in it.
A few boxes of figs, and the now spritsail,
and some of the mate's traps—but I could
stow away n little, pethaps, sir.”

# You sail to-mormow morning ™

& Off with the land breeze, sir.”

1 took lenve of the kindest of friends, lnid
ina few hasty stores, and was on board at
midnight. The next morning [ awoke with
the water rippling heside me, and, erceping
on deck, [ saw n lino of foam stretching be-
hind us far np the gulf, and the ruins of the
primitive chnrch of Smyrna, mingled with
the turrets of a Turkish castle, far away in
the horizon,

I st on deck most of the day, eracking
pecan nuts with the captain, and gossipping
nbout echool-bov days in our native town,
occasionally lonking over the bille of Asia
Minor, and trying to realize (the Ixion labor
of ‘the imagination in travel) the history of
which these barren lands have beea the
scene. 1 know not whether it is easy for
a native of old countries to poople these de-
solnted lands from the past, but for me, sc-
customed to look on the face of the sur-
rounding earth as mere vegetation, unsto-
ried and wnnssociated, it is with a constant
mental offort alone that I can be classic on
clissic ground—find Platn in the desert

- wustes of the neademy, or Prinm among the
Tuvicatridden rol prostrte eslimas of
Tesy. In my ranollsetiong of Athane, the
Parthensn an the Thesion,and tho solemn

and sablima ruins by tha fuont of Cellishiza,’

1o el Brthy

e e N ve
R S e

. S ] e =
hined t wheo three

s baw

iy on the rrogten
meals a day, a washerwoman an. a ™=
wore urgent necessities—I shame t eaniis<

that T sat dangling my legs over the classic

Pclngieum. not “ M'mg fir I’hitohpharu,
with gold and figs,” but musing on the mun-
dano sl proximate matters of my daily
economy. | could see
ing tr dry close by the

Agora,

Tho morning was ¢ool nnd fresh, tho sky
of an orientnl purity, and the small, low
brig, sped on like g nautilus, The captuin
stood by the binmacle, luoking off to the
westward with a glass, n tarpaulin hat over
his hlaek locks, n pnir of sail-cloth pumps on
his feet, and trowsers and roundabout of an
indefinable tarriness and textnre, He hand-
ed me the glass, nnd obeying his direction,
I snw stealing from hehind a point of lnnd,
chaped like a cat's kack, the well-known
topsails of the two frigates that had sailed
before us, We were soon off Vourla, and
the commodore had gone in to pay his res-
ts to Sir Pultency Malcolm, then lying
with his floet in this little bay, and waiting,
we sdpposed; Tor orders 1o furce the Darda-
nolles. The [frigates soon appeared on the
‘basom of the Gulf, and heading down, near-
ed our larbonrd bow, and stood for the Ar-
chipelago. The Metamora kept her way,
but the “ United Stazes,” the fleetest of our
ships, soon Jeft us behind v ith the strength-
ening breeze, and following her with the
glass till I could no longer distinguish the
cap of the officer of the deck, I breathed a
blessing alter her, und went below to hreak-
fast. It is strange how the lessening in
the distence of a ship in which one has
cruised in these southern seas, pulls on the
heart-strings.

As the sun sot over Ephesus, we neared
the mouth of the Gulf of Smyrna, and the

rather earnestly.
“ We shall have a snorter out of the nor’-
west,” he said, taking hold of the tiller, nnd
sendiig the helmsman forward—*1 nover
was up this sea but ence afore, and it's a
dirty passage theough these islands in any
weather—let alone a Lesantor.”
Hoe followed up his soliloquy by
his tiller hard a-port, und in ten mi
the little brig wos ruaniog her nose, as
seemed to me, right upon ap in

At the distance of a biscuit toss from
rock was d

my six shirts hang- | tion; but you
Temple of the Winds, | fellow and will pardon what is not intend
and I knew my dinner was cooking three | ed as nn offence.”

doors from the crumbling capitals of the |
{ see—theatres twice & week; ona hun

eaptain stood looking over the leewand bow | ashamed of this

jaroming

i, 48386,

wind, and considerable increase from
pot'westor, an! getling vader the lwe
projeciing shelf, sat looking over tow
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this imm’rag. with,
“[ want to stop g
“Certainly, sir, "Eu why do you dis-
continne ™
“ Because yon have mised
from four 1o five dollars™ ek s

partly because the price of reat paper,
printing etc. is misod to us; and partly lo be
enabled to literary men odequately for
the best articles producible by the talent of
the eountry, and to waken that spirit of lit
erature of which forcigners have deneid the
existence among us.”

+yCap't help litorature, sir,” replied be
“can't help what foreigners say. oru{
men must take care of themselves. Won
pay five dollars for a paper; can’t afford it.”

“ Excuse me, sir,” we asked; “are you
fond of oysters™

4 Cartainly.”

“OF theatres!”

% Yes sir.”

“ Do you like snda-water?™

 Unquestionnbly.”

“ And min! jalepst”

“ Indubimbly ™

“ And ginzarnoal

4 An exeallent érink " _

¢ tad o clen pacteke of these luxy.
ries!"

#Th ks sural

“ s oftent?

# rary duy.”

“Wint do you speni a yearin such
lnhnoemen:f” e

may bo a somewhnt impertinent ques-
are obviously, a

Let me
dved
dnllies.  Sali-water, mintsjulep, oystery,
Floyd's nies eafiep—sy ndollir a day.?

« Well, sir; that is threa hundrod nnd six
ty five dollars for soda.wnter, Floyd's pies,
eote. and one hupdred dollars for theatres;
that four huadred and sixty five dollars for
the stomach, etc., besides board, rent, elc;
—and yet for the pleasure of encouraging
the lilerature Moﬂr country, to sup-
port an establi journal of thirteen
years standing, and acknowledged by its
enemies t) have improved and to be improv-
ing; and toaid us in our determination
to pay literary men adequately for thier
time, industry and talents; to fustor

4 Oh, cartein'y, zir; cortainly.

tastn
good morals—for all these lnuda-
; for this motive of patriots

ism and phillnlhruty; for a liberal op-
preciation of the (oils of others; you shrink
from econtributing one hllnr“pl' araum.”
“ Why, to be sure sir——
 Are you married, neighbour?”
“Yes, nnd Ilnvedl:::.u::u
re grown; & is, they are
dl;twmdm more than myselfe—I
great tatse for A
“Furhmdnd.:w
then you
roda,water, Floyd's
Yd,nﬁ one dollar :
tranqnil amusements your family
« Why, sir, the—tho—I—the fact
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Considor me & perpetunl subpciber, If
cannot afford it, | will retrench my expens-
es, in some other way. 1 will r—-
glasses of ginger-pop less a i "“’:‘
” The fol-| again the “dog
of the | 9an pever be
yoar 1833:—|the cowntry
is a remarkable festuro in the pros-|And many
obitunry, that oot of the rather more |Whink it &
it, the | bim
of o ’
o .| and

Latest {Yom Mexico, &0
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PROCLAMATION.
The President pro tem. of the Republic, to
the Warriors of the Mezican Army,. &e.
May 10th.

{

publie your
ngu'ud. the ardor of glory, anda veher
cited by yanda vehe
ment desire to terminate f’ww
a single blow, his excellency escorted &
pty forco of the
by superior
of our history, has lost his own liberty,
endeavoring to secure that of his A
Our mourning has commenced! The
fatal day of the 21st of April,nnd that w
followed, are signals for vengence
Mexican hearts, Boldiers our
boundless, but it will not be
For the liberty of the presi
honor of the nation, the goy
all passible resources: they
and my desire is to employ
restriction; for [ know my
Mgh‘ the enemies of /
o to our country
foreign enemy shall be
domestic aril
in this sacred war co
nssist the criminal ambition of the
rebels,
Friends
ot discourage you in the constant protection

of our rights,
Soldiors! you have proved the vicissitudes
of fortune, to leave the world the mﬂ
rules

brance of virtue, honor and
to_avango
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the destiny of nations, Inﬂ:ll,.llil

Jent! JOSE

la momentary advenity shoold .




